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A POLITICAL GAME. 














HOW IT HAPPENED. 


JakEey Levy.—If dere vas a sucker born every minute, Fader, vy don’t 


der Jews all get rich ? 


Mr. Levy — Vell, you see, Shakey, dere vas a Jew born most effery 


minute, too! 


AN EDITORIAL CARD. 
From the Congressional (Washington, D. C.) Record and Intelligencer. 
E HAVE been watching with pitying interest the course of 
Bill Bryan’s paper, the Commoner, which made its 
appearance in our midst several months 






and poor pay as we could 
well find anywhere, but 
the climate is tolerably 
free from malaria and the 
fishing is good. We kind 
of like the locality and pro- 
pose to camp here a spell 
longer. 

We see Bill is promising 
a genuine tooth-brush and 
a complimentary puff to 
subscribers, and we hereby offer 
to each and every new subscriber 
and to every old one who pays 
up to within five years of date, a 
quarter-column obituary notice with a cut of $3.00- 
shoe Douglas in the case of gentlemen, and of Lydia 
E. Pinkham for the ladies. We will also include 
gratis with the above the following piece of poetry: 

Darling (name of deceased), (he or she) has left us, 
Oh! we know not why nor how! 


Fell (name of complaint) has. bereft us, 
And (he or she) is up with the angels now. 


W. S. Adkins. 


‘ 
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THE BEGINNING. 

REAL Estate AGENT.— Yes, sir; taking into 
consideration everything — location, resources of 
surrounding country, and energy of its inhabitants — 
Sodville is destined to become the metropolis of the 
State. 

PROSPECTIVE PURCHASER.—Have you many 
stores or manufacturing plants in the town yet ? 

ReaL Estate AGENT.—No; not yet. Town ’s only three 
weeks old. But we’ve got a Carnegie library and three newspapers 
already. ‘ 





agone, and we have been almost momen- 
tarily expecting Bill to bust loose and 
cause a conflagration in the creek. Up to 
present writing, however, Bill has contented 
himself with divers declarations to the effect | 
that he would make us go to work for a living, ° 
drive us out of the township, show us up, put us 
where the doggies would n’t bark at us, and so on. 
We have heard this kind of guff before, and we 
have eke assisted at, the obsequies of more than 
one half-baked sheet that was going to summarily 
skin us out of our earthly all. 

We know what ails Bill. During his recent 
campaign for Poormaster we made it pretty hot for 
him, but we did this from a strict feeling of duty 
and out of no personal animus toward Bill. We 
may have alluded to him as a gas-bag and has-been 
—in fact, to be truthful, we did, but we presumed 













this would be understood in a Pickwickian sense 
only. Now that we have defeated Bill, he tries to 
take our livelihood away from us. 

But we refuse to be driven out. The people 
in this neighborhood are about as poverty-stricken 











AN OPINION. 


First RABBIT.— My friend Bunny thinks our ears are too long; —we are too much 


like jackasses. 
SECOND RasBit.— Well, I think he’s a jackass to worry about the length of his ears. 






























ALWAYS OPERATED ON. 





SHE. —I understand that Mr. DeSmyth is a Wall-street operator ? 
Hr. — Well, I think it would be more correct to call him an operatee. 





THE SECOND SECTION. 


“What is going on this evening, over there in the hall that is all 
lit up ?” inquired the drummer, who visited Pettyville often enough 
to be mildly interested in the affairs of the community. 

“Wa-al, that’s the Masonic Temple, you know, upstairs over 
Tombs & Potter’s undertakin’ parlors,” replied the landlord of the 
tavern. ‘The hall is used as a gatherin’ place for the various lodges 
and orders of the village, and to-night it was to have been occupied 
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THE WAITER’S _ VIEWS. 


‘* An’ twenty cents for lemonade —”’ 


‘Twenty cents? It is n’t worth it)” 
‘‘Well, I don’t t’ink meself that any soft drink is worth as 
much as four beers—but dat ’s de price, Mister!” 












by the regular session of the Old Bachelors’ and Middle-Aged 
Widowers’ Linen Pants and Solid Comfort Club, but they kindly 
postponed it to let a passel of the young men have aconclave. You 
see, about a week ago they had a Who-is-the-most- 
popular-girl-in-town contest at ten cents a vote, 
and to-night the young fellers are holdin’ a 
Who - went - the - flat - bustedest - on - the - most - 
popular - girl - in - town - contest - and - w’at’t’ell - 
good-did-it-do-him-anyhow experience meetin’.” 


IN DAYS OF OLD. 


“ And then,” said the soothsayer, 
“the king wanted me to peer into 
the future and tell him what would 
become of all these monuments of 
his power and glory.” 

“And did you tell him ?” asked 
his friend. 

“Think I’m a chump? He 
would n’t have done a thing to 
me if I told him I saw the anti- 
quarians digging them up!” 





CULINARY. 
If music is of love the food, 
Which is no saying rash — 
Then be it clearly understood 
That ragtime is its hash! 


AN EXPERIENCED BEAU. 





Jimmy.— Look! Dere_ goes 
Mamie Mulberry with Nibsy 
Murphy, an’ she hangin’ on his arm AS TO THE AERONAUT. 
fer dear life. D’ yer s’pose she ’s doin’ “And if the gas should escape?” 
dat ter show she loves him ? “Why, then it will be up to the 
PETEY. —Naw;— it’s ten ter one she’s Professor to see if he can escape." 


doin’ it ter make him feel foolish. 


AND vet the meek, if we understand them, are precisely the 
people who don’t want the earth. 
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competition from sign painters! How noble a face in how ignoble 
and profane a period of our boasted civilization ! 
The fat-faced gambler occupies the box and the litterateur 
sneaks in to nigger heaven; the iceman freezes the 
«philanthropist, in society, and the man with a three- 
cent head and lots of three per cents is lucky in love. 
The fool who makes a million fooling his fellow 
fools is so haughty in the presence of the college 
professor that there is mourning in Mount Olympus. 

The thick-necked financier is a hero and the 
gentleman a back number. 

The oily man of God is the one who can 
climb the greased pole of the church and deal 
out soft soap to anointed mammonites from an 
eminence. 

The sleek liar wins plaudits and plums, and 
the man of science catches a crust from the 
millionaire who endows a library 
and pins his name to it. 

But the face I saw that 
day was not of the age. No 
trace of greed marred its 
sublimity ; no cynicism 
darkened its match- 
less, unsullied entity. 

Like a_ pleasant 








7) 
and insistent dream 
it haunted me. Like 
a beautiful vision it 
impressed and clung 
to me, and blessed. 
So true, so esthetic, 
Z so serene, so beatific ! 
z _ Yesterday morning I saw 
zt” the face again. It was be- 
hind a pair of truck horses 
; in a Broadway blockade. (7 
THE GOLF SET. “ Blankety-blank-blank! Blankety- ie 
‘Let ’s see,’”? mused Newman, ‘‘the golf clubs include the blankety - blank - blank!” roared the THE SURPRISED FROG. 
cleeks, the mashies, the drivers, the putters—” owner of the face. “Why the blank, a I s’pose he "ll duck 
‘*And,” interrupted Oldhand, who had served on the house blank —!” But the dream was o’er. “My! Wheat an: -aaeeanen- 
committee, ‘ the knockers.” able colored person! He seems 
: P Ya * angry because I object to con- 
cussion of the brain!" 
THE FACE THAT FAILED. HIS RETORT. 
Some persons were made for tragedy, most for mere supes, and ‘Dr. Tomes (sarcastically ).—Well, if all of a physician’s patients 
a few for comic opera. You can tell’em as fast as you can see’em. were as dilatory in meeting their obligations as you are, he would 
In this age of blond starve to death! 
sirens, pretentious SLowPay (checrily ). 
billy-goats and bland —Yes; and if all doc- 
blufters, a really fine, tors were as wise as 
intellectual faceis note- they pretend to be they 
worthy. I saw a star would n’t have patients 
the other day. He enough to pay their 
was the cleanest cut office rents ! 
man for blocks. His 
face was as if carved RESENTED. 
from cameo. Spiritu- Sam.—Yoc’ ’ll put all 
ality and Goodness de odder gals in de 
embellished the sculp- shade. 
tural effect. Ideality DiNau (indignantly ). 
adorned a countenance —I dunno what yo’ 
as classic as Greek Art. mean by “in de shade,” 
Lofty lhought shone but I ’d hab yo’ know 
| in that face; Intel- dat I’d jest as soon be 
: lectuality dwelt in each black as yaller, any day! 
calm feature, and 
Purity dominated the THE ARISTOCRACY of 
whole. _ ; intellect does not 
Materialism was de- include all the people 
fied in those linea- who sincerely believe 
ments, thought I. they belong to it. 
How refreshing and 
idylhc! What a dis- a THERE Is, perhaps, one 
covery in this, the era SS point on which the 
q when poets _ stultify 7 churches are thorough- 
their souls in writing FOREWARNED. ; ly united — the desira- 
rhymed advertisements “Why, you ’ll like school well enough when the time comes.” bility of paying off the 
and starve because of ‘*Well, Brother Tom says grown folks tell all the children that, just to jolly them along.” mortgage. 
"3 

























































































THE VERY LATEST IN “OLD HOME” 
SONGS. 
OW WELL do I remember, in the days of 
long ago, 


As I wandered up and down the 
Copper’s beat, 
The tunes the hurdy-gurdy played, the 
; while the children danced 
Wi; And skipped the light fantastic in 
Z bare feet. 
How often have I wandered in the 
Dutchman’s beer saloon 
On the corner, during Summer’s scorching 
heai ! 
Oh! The tears come quick and sudden when I 
think of those good times 
In my old Manhattan home on Bleecker Street. 


CHORUS. 


How I long for the song of the trolley-gong 
And the cries of the newsboys, shrill! 

And the rush of the crowd, and the peddlers loud — 
I wonder if they ’re there still ? 


When I left the good old home and to the country hied 
away — 
My father and myself had had a row — 
My mother said to me: ‘‘ My lad, I’m sure you ’ll make 


a name, 
For all great men have followed once the plow.” A POETRY SHARP. 
J? : ~ , . 
Alas! 1’ve often followed it and done the chores, also, AGNES.— Listen to de lovely poetry he wroted me: —‘‘ You are fair — 
And been so tired that I could hardly eat ; I declare —dis ain’t hot air—dat ’s right fer fair.”” Ain’t he a dandy ? 
The hope that keeps me up is that some fine day I may die ELAINE.—Yes; a dandy A/agiarist/ Why, nobody but Tennyson could 
In my old Manhattan home on Bleecker Street. ’a’ wroted dat! I kin tell his style in a minute! 


P. I. Carey. 





AN EXPLANATION. 








Aunt Hetrry.— Jabez Smith advertises that he’s sellin’ 
goods below cost. 
———_ Hy e UNCLE JosH.— What ’s he doin’ that for ? 
a ets 2 64 : Aunt Herry.— Well, he says he believes in quick sales 


an’ small profits. 


A WARNING. 


May.— Maude, dear, did you know 
that the last Legislature passed a law 
punishing kidnapping very severely ? 

Maupbe.—No. But what of it? 

May.— Well, if you are n’t careful 
Cholly Softleigh’s relatives may cause 
you trouble. 

















LIKE AN EMPLOYEE. 


When the night-watchman found 
a strange man stealing funds from 
the vault of the bank his indignation 
knew no bounds. 

“You ’ve got your nerve!” 
exclaimed the watchman. “ Any- 
body ’d think you was employed 
here, actually!” 





EDITIONS AND EDITIONS. 
“Twins, eh?” 
“Yes; boy and girl. ‘The boy is a second edition of 
his father.” 
“ And the girl?” 
“Well, she’s more in the nature of an extra, I suppose.” 





THE HORRIBLE PUNISHMENT HE ESCAPED. 
SHEA.—An’ phwat did Father Murphy say phwin yez towld 


him yez ate mate on Froiday ? ‘ 
ADDICTED. Hocan.— Begorra! He said he had a good moind t’ make me 
UNCLE ZEBULON.— Hiram does like tew loaf! live on health-foods for a hull wake. 
UNCLE ABNER.— Loaf? Why, he gits up reg’lar *bout 
four o’clock ev’ry mawnin’ so ’s tew git a good start loafin’ afore |r IS POSSIBLE, perhaps, for a man’s head to swell up so big that he 


breakfus! . simply can’t lose it. 























GOVERNED BY CIRCUMSTANCES. 
‘You might try it, if you like. I suppose you 
don’t object to whiskey ?” 
‘*No, sir; I drink it when I want to keep sober. 
When I don’t keer what happens I drink applejack.” 





A GOOD PURCHASE. 
Mrs. BARGYN-RusHE.—And wasn’t that cheap 
at twenty-nine cents a yard ? 
Her Huspanp.— Yes, indeed! I’m sure the 
excitement must have been worth 
a” 7 the money. 





LUCK. 

Once upon a time a 
broker lost his all operating 
in stocks. 

But when he went home 
and, as is usual in such 
cases, tore his hair and 
exclaimed: “Ruined! 
Ruined!” to his great relief 
his wife observed: “ Do not 
despair! I have had all 
kinds of luck at bridge 
whist, to-day!” 

So they bought a chateau 
in France, and lived happily 
there ever after. 


MAN. 


“Tf only it were vouch- 

safed me to make man just 

what i want him to be!” 
exclaimed Woman, sadly. 

The fates laughed immoderately. 

“Why, you ’d probably endow him with so 
much horse-sense that he would n’t care to marry 
at all!” retorted these, and laughed again. 

The woman bit her lip. She could not deny 
that she was prone to egregious error of judgment. 
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MODERN IMPROVEMENTS. 
“‘ Love,” exclaimed the Spirit of the Past, “is a grand, sweet 
song!” 
“But observe the catchy, syncopated effect which the modern 
divorce practice gives it!” quoth the Spirit of the Present, in nowise 
abashed. 


OUTGENERALED. 


KinD OLD GENTLEMAN (0 Little boy with battered face and torn 
clothes ).—I’m sorry to see you in this state, my boy;—but has n’t 
your father ever given you advice about fighting ? 

LitTLE JoHNNY FiskurFr.— You bet he did! But de feller | 
fit wit’ had better advice! 


AUGUST COUNTRY-LIFE. 
The black-eyed Susans nod and smile 
In grace that quite bewitches, 
The while with ragweed do they patch 
Each little Dutchman’s breeches. 
The darning-needles swiftly fly, 
i; And when the day is sped 
The Susans, just like children, with 
The chickweed go to bed! 
Edwin L. Sabin. 


|N HIS TIME, of course, a man plays many parts, but it is mighty 
seldom that he can get his name printed in caps on the programme. 


o 
we we 





SYMPATHY. 


‘‘Yis; Mike’s ona shtrike. °T is wan avthim sympa’t’etic shtrikes where they 


sympat’ize wit’ other min that’s shtrikin’.”’ 


‘*An’ so ye have to take in washin’ ? ” 
‘*Vis;—I have to sympat’ize wit’ the childher! ” 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


FEEDING tie MAN who sits up nights to worry about that 
THE European customs league against the United 
- MULTITUDE. States is borrowing trouble upon insufficient col- 

lateral. Except by an excitable Frenchman or an 
over-cautious Russian, the thing was probably never thought of 
seriously. There may be riots in Vienna because the cowardly 
government permits American shoes to be sold to those who prefer 
them, or the coal-dealers of Newcastle may protest at the invasion 
of coal from Pennsylvania. But selfishness may be relied upon to 
prevent a commercial league against us. When Europe needs of our 
food-stuffs three-quarters of a billion dollars’ worth a year, a con- 
spiracy of that kind would mean nothing more than a general 
European famine. To us it would mean nothing so distressing. 
For, with the exception of sugar, we are already supplying the most 
of our own needs. Our own sugar will suffice in a little while and 
then, according to the veracious and unemotional Department of 
Agriculture, we shall “produce within our own domain everything 
that goes upon our tables or upon our backs.” In this state of 
independence, continues the same authority, “we can come pretty 
near starving any other nation.” But we prefer not to starve other 
nations, and, up to the hour of going to press, they prefer not to be 
starved. 


WORK Si sIMPLicITY of the distinction between work and 
AND play is best observed at a place like Coney Island 
PLAY. —or would be if there were any place like it. The 

weary seeker after rest will there endure a course of 
physical hardship, and pay money for the privilege, which, if it were 
obligatory upon him,. would fatally dissatisfy him with life. The 
only limit to the fatigue he will incur and the dangers he will face is 
the limit of the ““‘amusement” purveyor’s ingenuity. One of these 
latter seems to have neared the line where a paternal State must 
intervene for the safety of its reckless citizens. He has built a 
perpendicular loop around which cars full of people may be hurled 
under the sole chaperonage of the law of gravitation. Also he has 
provided a large barrel into which several persons may be strapped 
and revolved until they acquire a sensation that is rarely experienced 
on land. Both these devices were, of course, well patronized. The 
first was as dangerous as it looked and the second, while permitting 
no risk of life or limb, supplied as beautiful a case of sea-sickness as 
one might obtain in the most expensive cabin on a fast ocean-liner. 
On another machine, called by its inventor a “razzle-dazzle” — 
which sufficiently describes it,— the general horror is intensified by 
a person who openly plays a cornet during the machine’s gyrations. 
The law ponders, at this writing, concerning the legality of these 
crimes. But let us be glad they are not compulsory;—that it is 
not necessary to the comfort of the consuming class that the 
humble producer should slave thus at Coney Island. He is 
not obliged to swing a twenty-five pound mallet on the striking 
machine, to wind himself at the lung-tester, to strain his back over 
the heavy weights, to lame his wrist on the punching machine nor 
to dislocate his spine climbing the humorous stairway that tries to 
throw you down. If the persons who now pay to suffer these 
torments were paid a living wage to undergo them they would emit 
a wail to wring the heart of humanity. Photographs of the broken- 
down wretches would sicken the readers of the newspapers, statistics 
would be compiled to show that their average length of life is less 
than a glass-blower’s, and reformers would eventually suppress the 
abuse. Work, therefore, is anything for which you are paid, and 


play is the same thing or anything else which you must pay for. 
If a woodyard were to be opened at Coney Island the proprietor 
could have the eager recreation seekers merrily sawing his cordwood 
into stove lengths, to the blare of steam music, if he made them 
pay ten cents to pass through the turnstile and employed muscular 
guards in uniform to take each man’s saw away from him after he 
had enjoyed the motion a scant three minutes. At times man 
seems to be composed almost entirely of human nature. 


WISDOM f ges FUNNY College professors in Chicago some- 
FROM times say things that any normal person might 
CHICAGO. say. The one who proscribed the hymns the other 

day was not so Chicago, after all. Of course if he 
had not been of Chicago he would have noted some exceptions to 
the rule that they are doggerel; but better his undiscriminating 
attack than none at all. He seems to have been moved chiefly by 
the average hymn’s lack of true poetry, whereas a defect of graver 
character abounds in it. If we were censoring the hymn book we 
should expunge, even before the doggerel, the hymns that reek with 
gore. They are barbarous and harmful. We mean the “Washed 
in the Blood of the Lamb” sort of hymn. ‘Take the verse, 


There is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins, 

And sinners plunged beneath that flood 
Lose all their guilty stains. 


It isn’t so bad for a gentle, sweet-faced, silvery-haired old lady to 
sing those horrible lines. She has long ceased to consider the 
words. But children are literal-minded, of necessity. ‘The child 
hearing that hymn most vividly perceives the luckless Immanuel 
shedding his blood into the fountain, and the struggling sinners 
being ducked in the gory current. The effect may be either to 
frighten him, if he is very timid; or, if he be a boy of any proper 


enterprise, to turn his thoughts to the sacrificial butchery of his little: 


baby-brother. It depends upon the boy. But neither effect is 
desirable. And, even to the adult mind, we do not think a Christian 
hymn should suggest an uncommonly messy abattoir. 





Mr. Bryan may dislike to bow to the inevitable, but it is certainly 
trying to attract his attention. 
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“°RAUS MIT ITHM!!” 
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THE SHIRTWAIST GIRL. 

HI. 
EmMA LouIsE GogEs TO CONEY ISLAND AND HAs A GooD TIME, BUT 
HER Escort DoEs N’T-ENJoy IT SO MUCH. 


uH! Bin to Coney Island again this Summer. Mr. 
Bradshaw, the manager —he gets eighteen per, 
honest !— wanted to take me, but I had an in- 
gagement with Willy Off the Pickle Boat. We 
calls him that. He’s an awful nice young feller, 
who works fer a big insurance company. An- 
other feller who comes to my table told me Willy’s 
father was one of the officers of the company and had all 
kinds of money: red, white and blue; but that Willy was 
jest out of college and wanted to make his own livin’ 
and not spend any more money than he made. Willy 
could have automobiles an’ champagne every day, sez 
the feller, but he only would spend what money he 
made. ‘Io the itsey house with him!” sez the feller. 

“ Here, I ain’t got anything but health and he ain’t 

got anything but money, an’ he’s workin’ fer the 

same salary as me an’ livin’ on it, too; an’ that’s why AG) 
he lunches here. What?” /' 

We calls him Willy Off the Pickle Boat because 
he wears white pants. He’s all to the good, at that. And, 
say! If there was fifty empty tables and mine ’s full, he ’Il 
wait. Maggie Feely tries to win him, but he gives her a look 
which says, “ Back to the barracks, You!” and waits fer a place 
at mine. 

Well, he ast me if I ’d like to go with him somewhere Saturday 
afternoon when it’s my turn off and his office is closed after twelve, 
and I says, “Sure!” And so we went to Coney. 

We did n’t go by trolley, either, which is only ten cents, and it 
used to be five—but we went by the boat. 

If Willy is livin’ off his salary we certinly put a crimp in it that 
day, fer he spent his money like a staggering Sharkey. The bands 
struck up when they seen him comin’, and he never side-stepped 
when they passed the hat. 

After we shot the chutes and looped the loops and had a dollar 
dinner and circled the scenic and had our tintypes taken, I ast him 
if he was having a good time, and he sed: “I ’m injoying yore 
injoyment.” 

Would n’t that put you pallid ? 

Comin’ back it was such a crowd on the pier that I sed, “ Let’s go 
home on the trolley,” 
and he sed, “ Awlrite;” 
and so we come home 
that way. 

We started just 
about dark, because 
me mother don’t allow 
me out late. Me sister 
Gert stays out late, but 
then- she ’s engaged 
and me mother likes 
Jerry Quinn. Why, 
when they go out on 
the Dry Dollar Chow- 
der, or the Original 
Hounds or the Young 
Square Backs or the 
Lady Boiler Makers or 
any other of the swell ° 
Eastside affairs, they 
don’t get home till way 
late; but, of course, I, 
bein’ younger, gits im- 
posed upon and has to 
wear Gert’s old things, 
too. Sadie Monahan 
is a store: detective on 
Sixth Avenue an’ she 
ain’t much older an’ 
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THE MODEL PROTESTS. 


‘*T suppose it suits you to be an artist’s model. You like to stand 
still and do nothing, don’t you ?” 
**Do nothin’? Well, I tell yer ’t ain’t so. dead-easy doin’ nothin’ 


when yer have to do it!” 





time coming home. ‘There was a nice crowd on our car. No 
drunken ladies, or anything like that. Willy ast me not to chew gum, 
which I was doin’, an’ I was going to say, “Ring off, you!” But 
he was acting the perfect gent with me, and so I says, “Oh! excuse 
me!” just like that, and side-tracked the tutti-frutti. We got to 
singing ‘“‘My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean” and “Good-bye, Dolly 
Gray,” and the lovely new song that made me sniffle a little, “ Hello, 
Central, Give Me Heaven!” Didn’t you never hear it? It’s lovely! 
It’s about a little child wanting to telephone to its mama who has 
crok — I mean, who’s dead. 

When we got to this side of the bridge a cupple of fellers got 
gay and started to play “slide the dicer.” That ’s a new stunt. 
When you ’re getting off the car you look around, and if anyone 
near is asleep with a 
better hat than yours 
you holler, “Slide the 
dicer!” and exchange 
your old hat fer hisnew 
one. Every time Jerry 
Quinn goes out on an 
excursion or an annual 
outing and games he 
wears an old hat and 
comes home with a 
new one. Last Chues- 
day nite he come home 
with a panama and a 
lovely black eye. ‘The 
feller. woke up an’ al- 
most put Jerry to sleep. 
But Jerry held on to 
the hat. 

A couple of them 
piano movers on our 
car had been making 
cracks about Willy’s 
white pants. So, when 
they tumbles off they 
hollers “Slide the 
dicer !” and lifts Willy’s 
lid. Then it was rough 
house fer a minnit. 
They’d a-bin too much 





me, an’ she stays out 
just as late as Gert. 
But I’ve got a feller, 
too, now; and, wait 
till I’m ingaged, you 
bet I ’ll be me own 
boss! We had a lovely 


forgets her face then. 


voice like that, 


AS TO THE NEW SOPRANO. 


FORRESTER.— She is very homely, but wait until you hear her sing. One 


MIss FORRESTER (observing the face closely).—1 should love to hear a 


fer Willy, although if 
they had n’t double- 
teamed him he could 
have put any one of 
them to the bad, and 
was given ’em what 
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' WHAT GENIUS LACKS. 
4 Wes BACCHUS first his reign began 
; A sweeter note the pipes of Pan 
: Grew then to have, and every man 
< Who since that day has earned 
A crown of bays through authorship, 
From whose pen genius seemed to drip 
In chirographic jest and quip 
y The source of wit ’s discerned. 
; 
' Fitzgerald would have lived in vain, Dear Rantin’ Robbie went about 
And Persian fields have sterile lain, Enthused with gin, beyond a doubt. 
Unsung by Khayam’s sweet quatrain That Dickens loved his pint of stout 
And widely quoted line, I’m sure ’s well understood! 
oi But for a loaf, a bough, a book, So, but one thing stands in the way 
A maid, a rare and grassy nook, Of, I am very free to say, 
And, that which last he ’d overlook, A crop of geniuses to-day — 
Old Omar’s jug of wine. The liquor ’s not as good! 
Roy Farrell Greene. 
+ 
A BURDEN NECESSARY. 
THE BLAcK-FACE COMEDIAN.— It’s a turrible 
thing ter hab a po’ mem’ry. Mah frien’ heah, Hand- 
out Pete, has sich a po’ mem’ry dat if he did n’t tote 
eroun’ dat callin’-list yer see undah his ahm, it ’s 
doughnuts ter dollahs he ’d stahve ter death. 
for, at that; when Skates Monahan, who is a press-feeder and 
lives in our house, heard me holler. He was on his way to 
; work and was just passin’ the bridge. He jumps in and 
hands out a couple to the big hicks, and then the Cop comes ° 
up, and that was the end of it. I introduced Skates to me 
gentleman-friend and he gjye him such a look! 
Honest, Skates was jealous! 
He never made any plays fer me before, either. But 
that’s the way, when you get one feller syndicated fer yer- 
self all the rest tries to butt in. Before that they never bother. 
We goes up Park Row and the Bowery and turns down 
Delancey to Essex, where we live, when we ’re run into by 
a lot of Geese, hollerin’: “Tief!” “Gonph!” “Such a 
’ robber!” “Bolice!” It was just like as if someone had 
spilled a sweatshop on the sidewalk. And here comes Jerry 
Quinn ahead of them, 
{7 a-runnin’ and a-laff- 
[ / st ae in’. I says, “ Hello, 
) \ \Y/ \ \ey/ -<_ Jerry!” andthe next 
; Md ; mnnit we was sur- 
rounded by the Geese. 
jg I recognized old man 
- ——  Livitski, and I says: “ You . 
; § about yer business, Mr. CHANGED HER VIEWS. 
| havens | But they wanted ‘*Yo’ say she doan’ b’lieve in dreams? She used ter befo’ she 
to have us arrested, because ane: 
‘ was married.” 
Jerry Quinn and me brother pee a af es a 
Tesew tad tin &: bg ‘Wal, her husband ’s been playin’ policy. 
y had bin a-runnin’ up 
Essex Street seeing who - 
could pull the most whiskers : 
fer the drinks. Willy did n’t BRICK. 
Na know what to make of it. I When the Goose laid the golden egg, the Peasant did not hide 
pas don’t suppose he ever has _ his profound chagrin. 
ty 7 fun at all where he lives. “T would rather that thou hadst laid a gold brick!” exclaimed 
We got home awlrite. Butme he, for he was devoted to the traditions of his craft. 
mother started chewin’ the rag “T thought of that,” replied the Goose; “but, you see, I am not 
"cause It was ten o’clock, and 4 member of the Bricklayers’ Union!” 
QUITE POSSIBLE. Willy ducked. At this the Peasant stupidly lost his temper and killed the- 
Now all the girls is sayin’ me Goose. 
“Knows mead to beg, eh? Gee! If and Willy "S ingaged. 
} pede vapor Sa pede Are we? Naw! A Goop MANY young men have tried to run a corner in wild oats, 
og . us!” Roy L. McCardell. but none of them has yet succeeded. 
‘ 
¢ESTAUR; 
fe. 4 
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THE “SOHMER” HEADS THE 
LIST OF THE HIGHEST 
| GRADE PIANOS. 


SOHMER 
PIANOS 


Sohmer Building, 02”!y Salesroom 


in Greater New 
5th Aves, cor, 22d St. York. 








IF abuse injured people, all of you would 
have been dead long ago.— Atchison Globe. 








THE 


-BJAKES|EY 








| 
| 





THE ONLY COMFORTABLE ARM BAND MADE. 


DOES NOT BIND THE ARM. 


NONE GENUINE WITHOUT THE word EASY 
STAMPED ON BAND 


BLAKESLEY NOVELTY COMPANY, 


Manufacturers, 


BRISTOL, CONN. 

















A TRUST is no joke; but there is none that 
has not been joked about.— Phila. Ledger. 


iQaes | 
Lucea | 
‘Olive ‘Oil 


appreciated F 


by connoisseurs 
for its q 


Delicate { 


Flavor 


(Norank smell nortaste, 
so frequent in some 
brands of Olive Oil) 








aah 










as. 





ans 
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Suaranteed Pure 
Oil of Olives only 


IS. RAE & CO, Estab. 1056 | 
z ,LEGHORN, ITALY 


As. aa n AAS. 

















FLoops of tears are a waste unless they turn 
the wheels of improvement.— Ram’s Horn. 








It not only gives a high, glowing,dur- 
@ polish 


to all metals, but the 





it will shines on! It benefits all metals, minerals o: 
while cleaning them. 25c 1 Ib box. For sale by drug- 


and dealers. nd 2c 
Gand, sete 






for sample to 
E. Woshington St. tpl ta 








Established 1823. 


WILSON 
WHISKEY. 


That’s All! 


THE WILSON DISTILLING CO., 
Baltimore, Md. 





OVERHEARD AFTER 
MEETING. 


‘‘De preacher say 
dat de worl’ comin’ 
ter a end in thirty 
days.” 

“Dat bein’ de 
case, dey ain’t a nig- 
ger in de country dat 
‘ll pay house rent in 
advance.’ — A¢/anta 
Constitution. 


‘‘] OVERHEARD 
that man who calls 
on you say some- 
thing about betting, 
Bridget; I hope he 
does n’t frequent 
pool-rooms?” 

‘Sure, Ma’am; he 
does n’t know there’s 
such a place in New 
York. He’ s a police- 
man, Ma’am.” — 


| Yonkers Statesman. 


MANY a lovely 


| character can mee to 
| beat 
| Atchison Globe. 


the band. 





The 
Correct 

Thing 
for style and the best thing for 
wear in scarves and ties is the 


Keiser - Barathea Cravatting— 
nothing else just as good. 


Note label. 











YPSILANTI 


Perfect Fitting 
Health 


+ 


In all sizes and best materials, 
At Your Dealers. 
Send for booklet to the makers, 
HAY & TODD MFG. CO. 
YPSILANTI, MICH. 




















NEEDED. 


‘‘T recommend to 
future generations,” 
said Uncle Nathaniel, 
as he put away his 
bandana handker- 
chief, ‘‘ that they en- 
courage the growth 
of two noses—one to 
take cold in, the other 
for general use.’’ — 


| Harpers Bazar. 


CULTIVATE a 


| pleasant voice so that 


you may say nice 
things nicely. ‘‘The 
Maiden’s Prayer” 
loses its charm when 
played on a steam 
calliope. -Good Cheer. 


‘*No,”’ said Mr. D. | 


Spepsia to the res- 
taurant keeper; ‘‘I 
did n’t say the rare 
roast beef was good; 
I said good roast 
beef here is rare.” — 
Indianapolis News. 





Fixed as the Rocks 


Is the standard of 
quality and general 
excellence o} 





Hunter 
Baltimore 


Rye 


Pure from the be- 
pinning and aged 
yy time. 


Uniformity 
is its 


Watchword 


Sold at = first-class cafes and by jobbers 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 

















Hr.—I see that some one figures out that 3,000 


marriages take place every day in the world. 


SHE.— What! On Fridays, too? — Yonkers 


Statesman. 











YOUR SWEETHEART KNOWS 
GUNT THER’S ‘CANDIES 


are than ordinary confections. The; :, “NOT 
HOW CHEAP BUT HOW GOOD.” aoe desler sont t have 1 we will 


id at foll 
supply b we fe x oe Bb box finest selected * 4 


» box finest selected $ .20 
4. “ 
Cc. F. GUNTHER, 213. “ stato Street, Chienge, IE 









































A KIND 





RULER. 





Mrs. TowNE.— Do you ever hare any trouble with your cook? 


Mrs. SupBs.—Not a bit! 


You can’t do yourself justice when health is absent. 
Brace up and stay up with Abbott’s, the Original An- 
gostura Bitters. At druggists and grocers. 





She ’s the most forgiving person you ever met! 


America is fast forging ahead in everything. Cook’s 
Imperial Extra Dry Champagne is excelled by no 


foreign article. 





Best Line to Cincinnati and St. Louis—New York Central. 




















WHAT ARE THE 
a “Club 
| Cocktails ?”’ 


Drinks that are famous the 
world over. Made from the 
best of liquors and used 
by thousands of men and 
women in their own homes 
in place of tonics, whose 
composition is unknown. 





Are they on your side- 
board ? 

Would not such a drink 
put new life into the tired 
woman who has shopped 
all day? Would it not be 
the drink to offer to the 
husband when he returns 
home after his day’s busi- 
ness ? 

Choice of Manhattan 
Martini, Tom or Holland 
Gin, Vermouth, York or 
Whisky. 


For sale by all Fancy Gro-: 
cers and Dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
29 Broadway, N.Y. Hartford, Conn. 














Go TO BED EARLY: in that way you 
shorten the hours in which you are 
found fault with.—Avschison Globe. 





4 Standard of Highest Merit ” 


ISCHER 


PIANOS. 


“* The embodiment of tone and art.” 


33 UNION SQUARE—WEST, 
Between 16th and 17th Streets, New York. 





The illuminated golf ball is the latest. 
The accompanying high ball generates 
its own light.— Washington Post. 





«A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” | 


—Medical Press (London), Aug. 7899. 


MARTELLS 
THREE STAR 
BRANDY 


AT ALL BARS and RESTAURANTS. | 





Delightful 


Summer 
Reading 





Bunner’s Short Stories 


Illustrations by C. J. Taylor and others 

SHORT SIXES. Stories to be Read 
while the Candle Burns. 

MORE SHORT SIXES. A Continu- 
ation of the above. 

THE RUNAWAY BROWNS. A 
Story of Small Stories. 

MADE IN FRANCE. French Tales 
Retold with a United States Twist. 

‘THE SUBURBAN SAGE. Stray 
Notes and Comments on his Simple Life. 

In Paper, 50c.— PRICE — In Cloth, $1.00. 


Any of the above by mail from the publishers on 
receipt of price. 


Address, PUCK, New York 





Pabst beer 











RECOGNIZED. 


St. PeTer.—Well, sir, what have 
you to say about yourself ? 

THE NEwcoMER.—I regret to re- 
port — 

St. PETER.— Why, it ’s Kitchener! 
Come right in, General. — Cleveland 
Flain Dealer. 


Now, Bryan may juggle the words as 
he will, 
But the taint of Free Silver will stick 
to him still. 
— Yonkers Statesman. 








THE telegram from the newspaper correspondent read: “Woman killed by 
| thunder and lightning. How much?” 

| The answer from the editor read: “Wire fifty words about the lightning. 
| Leave out the thunder.”—/ndianapolis News. 











=—4 iy 
AP 2a 
WHY HE WEPT. 


First OFFICE-Boy.— Wot ’s Chimmy crying fer ? 
SECOND OFFICE-Boy.— His grandmudder ’s dead and going ter be 





buried on a holiday! 





‘Two weeks is as short in vacation, | 
as it is long in jail.— Aychison Globe. 


A troubled feeling and the blues can generally be | 
traced to indigestion. Chase it away with Abbott’s, 
the Original Angostura Bitters. At druggists. 











Againet 
the World 
received the only and 
highest award at the 
Paris Exposition of 1 

in a class numbering 61 
exhibitors. THE 


Highest (rade 


Purest 


GINGER ALE 
MADE — AND 








Fin 
American Product. 


On sale at Clubs, Ho- 
tels, Cafes and by 
leading Purveyors. 
MADE BY 
The VARTRAY WATER CO. 
Buffalo, N.Y., U.S.A. 








Tamora SOT TD 
MEDAL 


At the PARIS EXPOSITION of 1900, 


















A family safeguard— 


Old 
Overholt 


An absolutely pure 
whiskey. 
Bottled in Bond. 


A. Overholt 
@. Co. 


Pittsburg, Pa. 








PARENTAL ALARM. 


“TI understand that your boy Josiar 
is a good deal of an athlete,” said a 
neighbor. 

“Yes,” answered Farmer Corntossel; 
“T ’m kind o’ worried about Josiar. 
Sence I saw him jumpin’ over parallel 
bars an’ turnin’ somersaults jes’ for the 
fun of it, I’m downright afeard he will 
work hisself to death when he gits here 
on the farm where there ’s practical 
business to ’tend to.” — Washington 
Star. 


AND 
RETURN 





Eat AnD Be Giap. other points. 


Times of bliss are marred too often 
By the foolish steps we take ; 
Never stop to count the berries 
In your first strawberry cake. 
——Detroit Free Press. 





“AND TO THINK,” said the teacher, ticulars of any agent, or address 


as she sat in the Union station and lis- 
tened to the big voice of the train 
caller ring in and out of the building. 
“That man used to go to school to 
me, and could n’t be heard beyond the 
front row of seats. I feel that I have 








not lived in vain.” —/ndianapolis News. 


PRINCIPAL AGENCIES:—461 Broadway, New York; 6o1 Chestnut St., Phila- 
delphia ; 368 Washington St., Boston; 30 
Chicago; 435 Vine St., Cincinnati; 507 Smithfield St., pases 234 — 
ior St., Cleveland; 17 Campus Martius, Detroit; 2 King &t., Toronto, Ont. 


Chicago, Union Pacific & North-Western Line 


plorado 


$25.00 
UTAH $40.0°° 


DATES OF SALE—AUG. 1st TO 10TH. 


These rates are from Chicago, and correspondingly low from 
Low rates all summer on the luxurious trains 


THE COLORADO SPECIAL 
One Night to Denver. 


THE OVERLAND LIMITED 
Two Nights to Utah. 


These two fast trains leave Chicago daily and provide the best 
of everything. Send 4c. stamp for ‘Colorado Iilustrated.” 





SEPT. 1st TO Oru. 










Par- 







1 Main St., Buffalo; 212 Clark St., 































Pure Rye Whiskey 





It tastes 


old because 


it is old 














CAHN, BELT & Co., 
Baltimore, Md. 
Ask for 
MARYLAND 
CLUB 


And see that you get it. 











Sirius Barker. 


SHREWD. 
“T insist that my daughter shall play nothing but classical music,” said Mr. 


“For what reason ?” 
“None of the neighbors know a thing about it and she can murder a piece 
all she wants to, without their daring to say a word.”— Washington Star.. 


Dusious INVESTMENT. 
“Spain is to have a new navy.” - 
“For how long ?”—Cleveland Plain 

Dealer. 








THE EXCEPTION. 
‘«When a thing is 
ended, it ’s ended,” 
said I, ‘‘and that ’s 
all there is to it!” 
My friend smiled. 
‘You forgot, ”’ said 
he, ‘‘the revolution 
in the Philippines! ” 
—Harpers Bazar. 
‘‘THERE ’S_ one 
thing I am sure can 
not be denied,” re- 
marked the Observer 
of Events and 
Things; ‘‘and that 
is no golfer is a hero 
to his caddie.’”’— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


THE man who is 
wise enough to know 
| that he does not know 
is wise enough to be- 

come wiser by learn- 
| ing.—Good Cheer. 











Try & 


“Lipton” High Ball 


Made of 


29 Broadway, N. Y., 





Finest Matured Old 


Irish Whiskey 


DUBLIN ano LONDON. 


Sole Agents U., S. 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., 





IN A GREEN BOTTLE 


SHEEPSKIN CAP 


NOVENA 
RYE 


A FALLAcy, 

‘‘There is a great 
deal to be said on 
both sides of every 
question,” said the 
broad-minded man. 

‘*My~ dear, sir,” 
answered Mr. Meek- 
ton, ‘‘it is very plain 
that you have never 
engaged in an argu- 
ment with Hen- 
rietta.’’ — Washing- 
ton Star. 


By the time the 
average boy is ten 


Purity 
ears old he has a 
oaks on his head ¥ aes gr Bouquet 
where the hair will | Fie a sie 
never grow again.—| [ike ; Ay 
| Atchison Globe. EAGLE LIQUEUR 
DISTILLERIES, 


vm Rheinstrom Bros. 
Cincinnati, U. S. A. 





A MAN can not af- 
ford to despise hon- 
ors till he has earned 


Hartford, Conn. them.—Ram’s Horn. 




















pe OUT... 





Pickings 
from 
Puck Je 


No. #1 


Price 25c. per Copy 





All Newsdealers, or by mail from the 
Publishers on receipt of price. 


Address PUCK, N. Y. 




















COULD N’T SAY. 


THE MONKEY.— How many ants do you eat at a meal? 
THE ANT-EATER.— Really, I’m usually so hungry that I don’t stop to count. 


Stops Diarrhoea and Stomach Cramps. 
Dr. Siegert’s Genuine, Imported Angostura Bitters. 


THERE is no end to the hill most people 





start up.— Atchison Globe. 





Alcohol, Opium, ’ 
Drug Using.| ‘ 


The disease yields easily to the 
Double Chloride of Gold Treat- 
ment as administered at these 

KEELEY INSTITUTES. 
Communications confidential. 


eeley 
et>t ur 








-y 


WHITE PLAINS, N.Y. 
BUFFALO, N. Y. 
OGDENSBURG, N. Y.- 
LEXINGTON, MASS. 
PROVIDENCE, R. I. 


Write for particulars. | WEST HAVEN,CONN, 
SE > BR Se > DS <D-S D OS © DO D' OD 





EXCEPTIONS. 


“They say all men 
The tailor said. 


are made of dust,” 
“T don’t 


Believe such stuff of those I trust — 


Dust settles, but 


they won’t.” 





BOKER’S BITTERS 


The best stomach regulator. Nune better in mixed drinks. 





THE WorM TURNS. 


“Yes,” said Mr. Henpeq; “I have my favorite flowers.” 

“And what may they be, pray ?” sneered his wife. 

“They are the ones that ‘shut up’ at night,” he bravely managed to 
articulate.— Harper's Bazar. 


“Just listen how Smith is praising Jones.” 
“Yes; he is coming to the danger point. In a minute he will puncture his 
praise with a ‘but’ and let all the hot air out.”—Jndianapolis News. 








EHICGH VALLEY RAILROAD 


Direct Route ro tue PAN-AMERICAN EXPOSITION 


from the east, south and southeast. Through the ‘* Switzerland of America.’’ 











— Catholic Standard and Times. 





la at ah aaa la alia ah alates sir i 


FOR SALE 


i atic 





Pucks 5° 
Originals 
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WING to the many requests for the original drawings of pictures that have 
appeared in PUCK, the Publishers have decided to place them all on sale. 
These drawings by PUCK’S artists are in various methods, — pen-and-ink, “wash,” 
crayon, pencil, etc. The original drawing is from three to four times as large as 

the printed reproduction. 
UCK has a large selection of these drawings by his re 
and on exhibition in his own art-gallery, Puck 
where you are cordially invited to inspect them at any time. The prices will vary. 
PUCK will gladly quote price on any drawing you may select. Refer us to it by 
giving page and number of PUCK in which it appeared. Price will include express 
4 charges to destination. 
’S artists have long sought. 


ntative artists framed 


ilding, Houston and Elm Streets, 


This is an opportunity which many of the admirers of 
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ABE is 
On OO) B-U S| 
OF YOUR COAT 


IT’S STEIN-BLOCH MAKE. 


Stein- Bloch Clothes are the Most Fashionable. 
SUITS AND OVERCOATS, - - $15 UP. 
SEND YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS FOR 


i DAY, OO ae Be 3 Os bb | @ =D illu its Fr<« 


THE STEIN-BLOCH CO., Wholesale Tailors Rochester, N. Y. 














NO REASON FOR SURPRISE. 


SHE.— Land sakes! We did n’t heah yo’ wuz ’gaged to be married! 

Hr.— Yo’ am s’prised, Mis’ Johnson ? 

SHE.— Wal, I dunno as I oughter be s’prised. 
gal ’d git stuck on dem clothes! 


I mought know some 





AWARDED GOLD [IEDAL. 


The Vartray Water Co., of Buffalo, N. Y., 
is to be congratulated on having been award- 
ed the gold medal, the only and highest 
award, for its now famous product, the Var- 
tray Ginger Ale, at the Paris [Exposition of 
1900, thus proving that this American pro- 
duct is superior to the imported. The com- 
petition was open to the world, and the 
exhibitors numbered 611, 
manufacturers of Belfast, Ire. 


ai and sAgace § Habit cured in10 
to 20 days. ay till cured. 

OPI Mice: DR. J.L STEPHENS CO. 
Dept. I. 1. Lebanon, Ohio. 

HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32. 84 and 36 Bleecker Street. ly 
BRANCH WankHOUSK : 20 Beexman Street. ; SEW YORK. 
All kinds of Paper made to order. 








including the ; 





INWARD MANIFESTATION. 


The optimist, as all should know, 

Is not a creature without woe; 

But he’s a man, so I surmise, 

Who ’s caught the knack of silent sighs. 
—Detroit Free Press. 


ONLY ONE SUBJECT. 

“TI suppose,” said the admiring 
father to his daughter, just before 
graduation day, “that there are very 
few branches of human learning in 
which you do not feel well informed ?” 

“Well,” she confessed gently, “there 
is one subject on which I have some 
doubts ;—I don’t know what to wear.” 
— Washington Star. 





BROTHER DicKEY’s MAXIMS. 


I don’t want ter be rich, en I don’t want to be po’. 


sorter middlin’. 


Dey say de worl’ turn ’roun’ only onct in a day; but some folks turn roun’ 
so frequent dey can’t see what ’s ahead er dem. 


Human. natur’ is human natur’. 


Moses wuz said ter be de meekest man, 


’twell he come ter whar he ‘lowed de water orter be, en he got thirsty. 


Dey say Job growled kaze his turkey wuz a po’ one; but ef I ’d er had de 
trouble what Job had, any sort er turkey would er suited me. 


Folks dat can’t onderstan’ dey own se’f is de fast ones ter complain dat 


Providence is too much er a mystery. 


Hope is a mighty big deceiver, but de worl’ is followin’ atter him lak a race 
hoss on a plank road.—Adanta Constitution, 


I des wants ter be | 


| 


| ‘Your son,” 
| missed it on arithmetic. 

“Yes?” 
| ““No good at spelling.” 

“Your” 

‘A dunce in history.” 
| “Yes?” 

“ And there ’s no good in him.” 

“ Perfessor,” said the farmer, “have 
}you ever heard that boy cussin’ of a 
Georgy mule, under a br’ilin’ sun, in a 
ten-acre field ?”—AVanta Constitution. 


WHERE HE Was EFFICIENT. 
said the teacher, “has 


” 


A REQUISITE. 
| Don’t you think that a man who 
| participates in politics ought to have 
some sort of qualification beyond that 
of citizenship as it is now defined ?” 
“Well,” answered Senator Sorghum, 








after giving the question the thought | 
that its gravity demanded, “of course | 
he ought to be able to count money. | 
—IVashington Star. 


THE oldest citizen of Rhode Island, 
who died the other day, reached the | 


| 
age of one hundred and four years | 


To see all the virtues that 
have made Ale the popular 
drink of centuries order 


A BOTTLE 
of EVANS’ 


You will also find there 
the reason why Ale is 
more popular to-day 
than ever. 





Brewed for the past 115 Years b, 
CO. H. EVANS & SONS, Hupson, N. Y, 








CONSTANTLY CHANGING. 

Mrs. Gappiz.— Mrs. Upton has 
two servants in her house now, | under- 
stand. 

Mrs. H1RAM-OFFEN.—That’s noth- 
ing; we invariably have two in our 
house —one going and the other com- 
ing.—Catholic Standard and Times. 





Ledger. 





‘without “ smoking incessantly ” or | _ THE FONTAINBLEAU. 
. > A Verdure Tapestry effect in low-priced PrTrTsBURG 
a drinking habitually.” —- Philad lphia WALL Papers. A surprisingly correct reproduction 


of the expensive fabric for libraries, dining-rooms 
| anddens, At leading dealers. 








THE ILLICILLIWAET VALLEY.— CANADIAN PAcIFIC RAILWAY. 


The Illicilliwaet Valley is a winding wough, which, fortunately for the 
projectors of the Canadian Pacific Railway, runs from the Columbia upwards 
to Rogers’ Pass at the summit of the Selkirk Range. Here all that is grand 
and sublime in nature unites to make landscapes which are at the same time the 
delight and the despair of the painter. But if the brush cannot do justice to 





the wonderful panorama, what shall be said of the camera? How can the 
lens do justice to that marvelous display of color? Miles of dazzling snow 
fields; leagues of eternal blue ice; hundreds of square miles of gnarled and 
twisted pines; snowy torrent and gray rock —the mind of man never conceived 
so grand a landscape. 

It was hard, grim work that the engineers had to face when they forced 
their way with transit and level through the Selkirk Range, but at last the 
determination and marvelous resourcefulness of Major Rogers conquered nature, 
and, twisting and turning like a huge python, the steel rails leave the Columbia 
a few miles below Donald, and wind along the valley of the Beaver, climbing 
higher and yet higher, until at length the straining engine pants no longer 
for a few hundred yards the train rolls in a manner normal to trains, and then 
the whistle is sounded for the brakes and the locomotive slides down the banks 
of the Upper Illicilliwaet to Glacier House. Station. 

Here, at an elevation of over 4,000 feet, the Canadian Pacific Railway 
Company has built a hotel which is so popular that it has been enlarged to 
twice its previous capacity a couple of times during the last ten years. Within 
a mile of the hotel is the tongue of a glacier which is larger than all the ice 
rivers of Switzerland combined. - To the southeast Sir Donald’s mighty mass 
rises a mile into the air. On the other side of the Illicilliwaet the great lonely 
chain known as the Hermit Range stands like a line of frowning fortresses, 
walling in the valley to the northward. Here, during the long, bright summer 
days men come from far and wide to climb cr simply to luxuriate, and in the 
early autumn the sinewy hunter makes it his headquarters, for near by are 
grizzlies, black bear, caribou and goat. 
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